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It's not for you the towers of Troy shall burn;
But you are like that patient Ithaca
To which, from all the headaches of the sea,
After ten years of labouring at their oars,
Some few, the luckier voyagers, return.

To a Scottish  Poet

Goddess or ghost, you say, by shuddering,

And'ominous of evil to our land,
Twisting to ugliness the mouths that sing,

Parching the lover's moist and balmy hand,

Goddess or ghost, you say, by silence known,
The silence ticking in the rotten wood

Like our numb pain, that can no longer groan:
A grief so old, it gives the mind no food.

I also on bleak nights in Cause wayend

Where the slate sky distorts the slaty stone

And the shawled women to their burrows wend,
Have felt my country suffering alone.

, The slate sea splashes on the slaty pier

In lost St. Andrews, where no poets now
Defy the crocodile to shed its tear

Or take what time the bitter years allow,

And the same sea is loud in Aberdeen:
Passing the gas-works and the fish-artd-chipn

One comes in summer on the radiant scene,
The golden beach, the girls with golden hips.

The sun that cooks and savours all their sex:
Then I have thought my country might arise